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it would be for people to live in groups
and circles, with common interests and
tastes, to encourage each other to believe
in beautiful things, and to practise ardent
thoughts and generous dreams. But this
cannot be done artificially, and the only
people who ever try to do it are artists,
who do occasionally congregate in a place,
and make no secret to each other of what
they are pursuing. I have sometimes
touched the fringe of a community like
that, and have been charmed by the sense
of a more eager happiness, a more un-
affected intercourse of spirits than I have
found elsewhere. But the world inter-
venes! domestic ties, pecuniary interests,
civic claims disintegrate the group. It is
sad to think how possible such intercourse
is in youth, and in youth only, as one sees
it displayed in that fine and moving book
Trilby', which does contrive to reflect the joy
of the buoyant companionship of art. But
the flush dies down, the insouciance departs,
and with it the ardent generosity of life.
Some day perhaps, when life has become
simpler and wealth more equalised, when
work is more distributed, when there is
less production of unnecessary things, these